214                      SILENT IS THE VISTULA
Barbed wire was strung around and sentries were posted along the enclosure Inside, several thousand people were milling about, looking for an unoccupied straw mat or a wooden plank or a corner in which to spread their pooi belongings and rest their fared feet
A few women wearing Red Cross armbands were in the barrack. I looked at them warily, fearing to approach one without making sure that I had the right person Moving slowly through the crowded building, I came to a closed door on which a card was tacked, reading in Polish DOCTOK'S OFFICE. RECEPTION HOURS- 9-12 A. M.
The discovery that there was some medical assistance at the camp was reassuring. I edged closer to the doctor's door and sat down on the floor to watch and size up the situation. I concluded, after some observation, that a small staff of Polish physicians and nurses, both men and women, were working at the camp under strict German supervision. During my wait I noticed a middle-aged woman m a knitted yellow "beanie** corojng in and out of the doctor's office* I studied her carefully, scanning her sad, reddish face and appraising the expression of her eyes* I decided to trust her. The next time she appeared, holding in her hand a long list of names with numbers next to them, I murmured: "Excuse me, madame, can you spare a moment for me? It*s very important.**
She looked at me with tired eyes and nodded. For an instant doubt attacked me- "Suppose she is a German?** But I had to take a chance.
Tm from the Home Army/* I said quickly. aOf course, they can't discover that I don*t want to be sent on from here. I have to stay in the camp. I've studied medicine, almost finished the course. My little daughter is still in Waisaw* I must remain here and wait for her. Perhaps with ffee Red Cross.**
*fb& woman put a finger to her lips and after giving me a long, probing look, she led me^ without a word, to the